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Not a feather she moves, not a caiol she sings,
As she waits in her tree so still, But when her heait heaieth his flapping wings, She hoots out her welcome shrill t
0, when the moon slimes, and the dogs
, do howl, Then, then is the ciy of the horned owl!
Mourn not for the owl nor his gloomy plight ]> The owl hath his share of good;
If a prisoner he be in the broad daylight, He is lord in the dark green wood I